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couch for the morrow. As they collected the pine
needles together they repeated their love-vows, some-
times singing, in voices broken down with age, tender
love-songs it is good to hear old people sing.

tc One night the silver face of the moon peered
through the branches of the pine tree, and looked in
vain for the old lovers sitting together on a couch of
pine needles. Their rakes lay side by side. Still
the moon waited for the slow and stumbling steps of
the Pine Tree Lovers. But that night they did not
come. Kinome, they had gone home to an ever-
lasting resfcing-place on the River of Souls. There
was nothing sad in their going away. They had
loved so well and so splendidly, in old age as
well as in youth, that the Gods allowed their souls to
come back again and wander round the pine tree that
had listened to their love for so many years. When
the moon is full they whisper and laugh and sing
and draw the pine needles together, while the sea
sings softly over the shells/'